INTERVIEWS WITH THE  POPE	20>
did not know she was married. By good luck I addressed
myself to her husband. The friendship I feel for her I shall
be glad to extend to you, if you will allow me.'
Then in came Teresa. We fell into each other's arms,
like two lovers who had been long parted. She told her
husband to sit down, and drawing me on to the sofa, cried
freely; so did I. When we were calmer, our eyes fell on
the poor husband, whom we had forgotten, and who was
the picture of comic astonishment. We both burst out laugh-
ing, and Teresa, who knew how to manage this puppet,
said—
cMy dear Palesi, you see before you the man who was a
father, and more than a father to me. To this generous
friend I owe everything. O happy hour, for which I have
longed for ten years!'
At the name of father, his eyes grew rounder; for
Teresa, though perfectly well preserved, was only two yean,
younger than I.
£Yes, sir/ said I, *your Teresa is my daughter, my sister,
my cherished friend. She is an angel, a treasure, and your
wife.' Then addressing myself to her: 'I did not answer
your last letter because	'
CI know. You were shut up in "The Leads." I heard in
Vienna of your marvellous escape. I heard of you in Paris
and Holland. It is only lately that I have lost trace of you.
When I tell you everything that has happened to me in the
last ten years, you will be amused. However, I am happy
now. This is my dear Palesi, a Roman, whom I married
a short time ago. We love each other dearly, and I hope
you will be his friend as you are mine.*
At these words I embraced Palesi. He was awkward, for
he did not know what to make of this man who had beer?
father, brother, friend, and perhaps lover of his wife, al]
in one.
He recovered himself sufficiently to ask me if I would
take a cup of chocolate with them, and when I accepted, he
left the room to prepare it himself.

